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false critics would not always think, that those
thoughts arc wholly mine, but that either they
are secretly in the poet, or may be fairly deduced
from him ; or at least, if both those considerations
.should fail, that my own is of a piece with his,
and that if he were living, and an Englishman,
they are such as he would probably have written.
For, after all, a translator is to make his author
appear as charming as possibly lie can, provided
he maintains his character, and makes him not
unlike himself. Translation is a kind of drawing
after the life; where every one will acknowledge
there is a double sort of likeness, a good one and
u bad, It is one thing to draw the outlines
true, the features like, the proportions exact, the
colouring itself perhaps tolerable; and another
thing to make all these graceful, by the posture,
the shadowing*;, and, chiefly, by the spirit which
animates the whole. I cannot, without some
indignation, look on an ill copy of an excellent
original; much less can 1 behold with patience
Virgil, Homer, and some others, whose beauties
I have been endeavouring all my life to imitate,
so abused, as I may say, to their faces, by a
botching interpreter* What English readers,
unacquainted with Greek or Latin, will believe
me, or any other man, when we commend those
authors, and confess we derive all that is pardon-
able in us from their fountains, if they take
those to be the same poets whom our Oglebys
have translated? But 1 dare assure them* that
a good poet is no more like himself in a dull
translation, than his carcass would be to his
living body. There are many, who understand
Greek and Latin* and yet are ignorant of their
mother-tongue. The proprieties and delicacies
of the English are known to few; it is impossible